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And pray the court may have some mercy on 'em,
They will be jeered to death else for their ignorance,
-The soul of wit moves here; yet there be some,
If my intelligence fail not, mean to show
Themselves jeer majors ; some tall1 critics have
Planted artillery and wit murderers.
No antimasque ! let 'em look to't.

Of in. I have heard, sir;

Confidence made 'em trust you'd furnish 'em :
I fear they should have made their address earlier
To your invention, but your brain's nimble.
Pray, for the expectation that's upon 'em,
Lend them some witty fancies, set some engines
In motion, that may conduce to the design.
I am their friend against the crowd that envy 'em,   -
And since they come with pure devotions
To sacrifice their duties to the king
^nd queen, I wish 'em prosper. -

Fan, You have charmed me :
I'll be their friend to-night; I have a fancy
Already.                                                                     ,

Laugh. Let it be ridiculous.

Con. And confident.

JoL And jolly.

Fan. The first antimasque
We will present ourselves in our own persons;
What think you on't ?    Most grave Opinion,
You shall do well to le#d the dance, and give
Authority with your face ; your lady may
Admire what she finds new.

Noi\ I,shall applaud
The novelties.

A dm. And I admire.

Fan. They tumble;
My skull's too narrow.

Laugh* Now his fancies caper,
* Great.